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THE BUNGLER
BY JAMES M. SPENSER.

(Continued rrom last week.)
The Old man's oyes Toll on a heap or rich

specimens sorted to one side. Ho picked
up one or them, and tlio muscles along Ids

Jaw grew suddenly taut. His strained
Droath whistling: between his teeth turned
Dill about with a start. He saw the bit or

rich motal In the other's hand, and the
lino or rire Hashing: across his eyes.

"Gosh, Tom," he probed unconsciously,
"ir yu an' mo could only stumblo onto
some dope llko that!"

"Yes, ir wo only could."
The glamour, the golden mist thrown

about Jack and his operations drew Bill
back to the spot rrom day to day. Dut tho

old man came no more. He took to long

rambles up the creok, aimless oxcurslons
which took him everywhere, nowhere. A

gnawing rover was at work In his race,

and when night came on he sat withdrawn
In tho Shadows beyond the camp-Tir- a

heavy glumncss upon him.
At their breakrast one morning the two

saw Jack drive his pack-burr- up the side
or the gulch toward his claim. With an

abrupt show or interest, tho old man
sot down his corrco and came to his root.
Ho stood Tor a momont with his oyes on

the burros, then turned on Dill.
"Bill," ho choaked hoarsoly, "blamed ir

this hain't gone rur enough! He don't got

outon this gulch with that ore. Not on
yor lire! It's not his'n!"

"Not his'n," said Dill. "What yu
drlvln' at?"

But tho old man had snatched up his
hat and turned up the sldo or the gulch.

' Bin roHowod, panting to keep at his heels.
Jack- - was lashing on tho third sack or

ore. "She's pinched out on me, rollers,"
ho began. "Mighty snug pockot, though,

I rur's she's went. I'vo "
'

Tho words wltherod on his lips. He
droppod his pack ropes and reached Tor

a drill. Bill, struggling Tor his wind,

camo up Just then and laid a hand on tho

old man's shoulders. Ho shook hlmsoir
looso, but Bill grabbed him again, now

by tho collar. Twisting and sawing, gasp-

ing undor tho tightening hold, ho turned
on Bill with scathing rury.

"Loggo! Yu blamod rat!"ho snarled.
"Loggo! or I'll brain yu."

Tho rurlous spurt or the old man's
was soon spont. His heated cries

wavorod, lapsod into a gurgling mumblo.

His broath raltorcd, sobbed In and out In

Htrul gasps, and ho crumpl- - o tho
j ground, Dill astride or his ches
j "It's not his'n!" he insisted, with rat- -

tllng intonation. "Not His'n! It's not
hls'nl"

Thon he lay back qulto motionless, and

a hoavy Him camo botweon him and Dill.
I Dut the woight was still on his chest, and

ho thought ho could hoar Dill's voice, hol-

low and doadonod, coming to him rrom Tar

orr.
"Guess he must vo gono dippy, Jack

You hustlo with yor packln and pull yor

rrclght. I'll hang onto him till yor gone."

Tho old man sat up and looked at tho

dust on his shirt, tho ront In his trousors.
Ho shook a hit or rock rrom his oar and

reached Tor his hat. Thon his oyo roll on

BUI lounging to ono side.
"Gono, has ho, Bill."

j "Woll, yes."
I Ho caught tho anxious look In Bill's
I oyos, and sot him at rest. "Oh, yu needn't

worry, Bill; I ain't goln to make no moro

broaks. My dippy spoil Is ovor now."
A row mornings later tho two pnrtod,

This tlmo It was tho old man who turned
down tho mountain-sldo.- "

"No. Bill," ho said, "I'm dono with tho
' trail. I'm gottin' too old rer tho gamo.

Good luck to yu, Bill!"
A little way down the trail ho hosltatod

a momont, thon camo back to tho tont.
"I I Just wanted to toll yu, Dill," ho

oxplainod through tho Husll or his con-

fusion, "that you was right when yu

claimed I'd bungled things rrom tho start.
I I'm a bungler, Just a natural bungler,
like yu said I was, Dill."

Thon ho was gono.
Dill hung on at the gulch Tor a month,

prospecting every root or its stony bed,
tho hills and clirrs above. He came upon
no load, no pocket. Dut ono day ho round
a bleached slab or plno protruding rrom a
clump or brush Just below Jack's aban-
doned hole. It was a location stake Tho
ponclled lines had raded, but ho laborious-
ly spoiled out the words at the head or
the stake: "The Billy Doy Lode."

And at the bottom or tho stake, In a
scrawl that was ramillar, ho made out his
own name, his and that or the old man.

When you start your furnace
this fall, be sure you

start with
Fisoher-Kittl- e Coal

wheUe the graduates qo.

AOnfcULTUnAL COLLEGE OP UTAH.
Logan, Utah.

September 15, 1013.
Editor, Goodwin's Weekly,

Salt Lako City, Utah.
Dear Wloldor or tho Vigorous Pen:

You aro absolutely right In what you
say In your last issuo or the Weokly.
Tho agricultural millennium will bo near
at hand when tho agricultural colleges and
rural schools can sond tholr graduates di-

rectly back to tho land. That time will
come, but only, or course by degrees.
Just now, In spllo or all wo can do, tho
causo calls Tor leadership. Tho boys
trained to go back to tho rarm, aro
whipped into service to bo conters or In-

spiration In high schools, among bodies or
farmers, In the experimental stations, and
In tho Government service. It Is but
natural that wo should have this leader-
ship, otherwise, how should wo roach tho
masses or the people ror whoso good wo
aro carrying to all or tho nations, In all
tho channels, on tho highways and the
byways,, tho good gospol or a moro Intelli-

gent, a happier and a moro prolltablo lira
ror all who toil In tho midst or tho neces-

sary work or the world?
You aro right. Tho vision or tho ond Is

or a time when those men, tralnod In the

""coilogris will "go" baok directly to tho ;B
farm. E von now, marly do go back, and
all I am happy to say, aro associated In jlsome direct manner with tho work or ad- -

vanclng agriculture.
With host wishes, j jH

Sincerely yours, B
JOHN A. W1DTSOE, H

President. fl

UTAH'S BEST DRY GOODS STORE. H
It has boon omclally announced that jH

"Tho Paris" Is the only store In tho en- - H
tiro stato or Utah that Imports millinery H
dlroct, which has doubtless had much to H
do with tho over Increasing popularity or, jH
and patronage accorded this well known jH
ostablishmont. It has always boon con- - V
coded by particular and discriminating H
womon in and about Salt Lako that no- - ' H
where in tho city outsido "Tho Paris" arc jH
such superior stylos and such exceptional jH
values in mlllinory and garments to bo ? jH

H
Tho show windows and store Interior H

aro lavishly decorated ror tho occasion, H
which rolled much credit on the artisans, H
Messrs. Scolleld and Hemingway, who aro H
tho decorators.

' H
All In all the new "Paris" store pro- - ' H

sonts a spectacle most gorgeous and well Q
worth going to soo, fittingly suggestive or H
tho now autumn season. Advertisement. H

telephone service depends largely upon mutual courtesy. The H
GOOD is more useful to those who talk as if face to face, for civility H

difficulties and facilitates the promptest possible connections. H
As in other intercourse, it often happens that two or more people i H

wish to talk with the same person at the same time. Without courtesy con-- H
fusion is inevitable, and confusion is greater when the people cannot see each H
other. H

The operators must be pationt and polite under all circumstances, H
but they will do better work if they meet patience and politeness on the part of B
telephone users. H

The Bell Telephone Service enters intimately into the social and H
business life of each individual. The best results come through the practice of H
mutual courtesy. H

1
The Mountain States Telephone and Telegraph Company
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